'AFTER  ACHILLES'

homeward she asked me, with much appearance of in-
terest, who was the young man by whom she had been
taken in to dinner. Her surprise was great when I told
her that the 'young man' was named John Morley*
John Morley certainly did look a very young man at
the time, and I beg to be understood that I do not mean
to say that John Morley looks a very old man even now.
My daughter was amazed at my answer, and declared
that she was very glad she had not known who her
next-door neighbour was, for she said that if she had
known she could never have summoned up the courage
to approach him with any trivial or ordinary topics of
conversation. Yet if she had known him, she need not
have felt in the least alarmed, for John Morley is able
to make himself a charming companion to any intelli-
gent creature.

There is a rather common idea about John Morley,
that he is wholly absorbed in the severer pursuits of
loftier intellects, and that he cannot bring himself to
take any interest in the common objects of everyday
life. There is another idea about him which sets him
up as a cold and passionless person whom no keenness
of argument can stir even into a momentary heat of
temper. I do not know which of the two common
ideas is, according to my observation and experience,
the more absurd. For neither is there, so far as my
judgment goes, the slightest foundation. John Mor-
ley's long and varied experience as a journalist would
necessarily have given him, even if it had not come to
him by nature, the faculty of taking an interest in any
topic of conversation which could possibly hold the
attention of educated mortals. Then again Morley
seems to me to be a man of a peculiarly quick and
sensitive temperament, who readily fires up with the
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